25th Dec. 1750]
Hirsch, ' and violently shoved me out of the room, slamming their door/ —and sent me tome, along the corridors, in a very scurvy humour ! Thus, under a skin of second settlement, there are two galvanic elements, getting ever more galvanic, which no skin of settlement can prevent exploding before long.
Explosion there accordingly was; most sad and dismal j which rang through all the Court circles of Berlin ; and, like a sound of hooting and of weeping mixed, is audible over seas to this day. But let not the reader insist on tracing the course of it henceforth. Klein, though faithful and exact, is not a Pitaval; and we find in him errors of the press. The acutest Actuary might spend weeks over these distracted Money-accounts, and inconsistent Lists of Jewels bought and not bought j and would be unreadable if successful. Let us say, The business catches fire at this point; the Voltaire-Hirsch theatre is as if blown-up into mere whirlwinds of igneous ruin and smoky darkness. Henceforth all plunges into Lawsuit, into chaos of conflicting lies,—undecipherable, not worth deciphering. Let us give what few glimpses of the thing are clearly discernible at their successive dates, and leave the rest to picture itself in the reader's fancy.
It appears, that Meeting of December 24th, above alluded to, was followed by another on Christmas-day, which proved the final one. Final total explosion took place at this new meeting;—which, we find farther, was at Chasot's Lodging (the Cliapeau of Hanbury), who is now in Town, like all the world, for Carnival. Hirsch does not directly venture on naming Chasot: but by implication, by glimmers of evidence elsewhere, one sufficiently discovers that it is he: Lieutenant-Colonel, King's Friend, a man glorious, especially ever since Hohenfriedberg, and that haul of the 'sixty-seven standards' all at once. In the way of Arbitration, Voltaire thinks Chasot might do something. In regard to those 46CW. worth of bought Jewels, there is not such a judge in the world ! Hirsch says : ' Next morning' (December 26th, morrow after that jumbly Account, with probable slamming of the door, and still worse !), ' Voltaire went to a LieutenantrColonel in the King's service , and asked him to send for me.'1 This is Chasot; who knows these jewels well. Duvernet,—who had talked a good deal with D'Arget, in latter years, and alone of Frenchmen sometimes yields a true particle of feature in things Prussian,—Duvernet tells us, these Jewels were once Chasot's own : given him by a fond Duchess of Mecklenburg,—musical old Duchess, verging towards sixty; honi soit, my friend ! What Hirscli gave Chasot for these Jewels is not a doubtful quantity; and may throw conviction into Hirsch, hopes Voltaire.
December 26<A, 1760.    The interview at Chasot's was not lengthy, but
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